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Fun Week by Week. 


By THE Party ON THE Sport. 


_ Wednesday.—Had a good long morning at the Yachting Exhibi- 
tion at the Westminster Aquarium; enjoyed myself immensely—a 
lot more than ever I did on a yacht. But, then, I’m not altogether 
suited by nature for yachting; there always seems something within 
me that doesn’t agree with ‘the up-and-down motion you find on 
the sea ” (not that it remains within me for long), but this is a painful 
subject. Anyway, there is nothing prettier to look at from the 
outside than a yacht, so I looked long and hard at a lot of them. 
Walking home, found the streets much more comfortable than 
usual on account of all cabbies without fares being turned down the 
side streets. 

THE PERSONAL EQUATION. 


I’ve often walked along the Strand 
From town to my abode, 

And many minutes had to stand 
’Ere I could cross the road. 

But now, along I gaily cut— 
The latest ‘‘ Yard ”’ decree 

Is rather hard on cabby, but 
It’s very nice for me. 


Had an hour ortwo over in Paris, found them still muddling on with 
the Dreyfus business! Came back to have a look at the Institution 
of Mechanical Engineers’ new place at Story’s Gate, Westminster. 
Gorgeous luxury and boundless information all over it! Finished 
up with the first night at the new Bedford Theatre of Varieties at 
Camden Town, being the apotheosis of the old Bedford Music Hall. 


Thursday.—Heard {of four Rosieres of St. Denis, and went over 
toseethem. Charming sight—all pretty and one beautiful—to look at. 
Didn’t speak to any of them! Dined with Sir Henry Fowler and 
the Midland Liberals at the National Liberal Club. Didn’t stay 
for the speeches, but made off to Exeter Hall to hear cabowners 
and drivers hold forth on the new police move. Wonderful 
unanimity between master and man—like the Irish over finance. 
But, lor !—when you touch a man’s ket ——-! Spent the 
afternoon at the re-organised Ladies’ Club, at 21, Hanover Square, 
now called the New Countv Club. Very nice ladies—very nice club 
—long may they wave ! 


Friday.—Politicians all over the shop trying to persuade them- 
selves what they mean before ‘“‘ Parliament” opens. Got away from 
them, and took Rhodes over to see the King of Belgium about the 
Congo, and then made my way over to Nice for the opening of the 
Carnival. Had a good time, but had to get back and help Mr. 
Balfour open the new hall at the Battersea Polytechnic, and thence 


to hear Mr, Savage Landor lecture at the Royal Institution on the 
Thibetans. 


Norioz.—The Editor will not be answerable for any contributions, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent in. No contributions can be returned 
unless accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope. 








NO EVIDENCE. 


Their manner of living he told, 
Their manner of dying also, 
The way that they bought and they sold, 
And their method of stealing, you know ; 
Their doctors and doctrines explained, 
Their magic and medical roots; 
But no proof of his tales we obtained— 
He didn’t once show us his boots! 


Saturday.—Was all over the shop to-day, up and down and 
across the country, looking at football matches. Most exciting! 
Dined with all the political and diplomatic nobs in Paris at the 
aha Office. Heard there was a row at Manila at about 9 o'clock, 
and hurried over to see. Rather a serious scrimmage, but 
practically a “shut up” for the insurgents, I should say—though 
the Yankees have a tough row to hoe there yet. (‘Good luck to 
‘em!”’) 


Monday.—Helped the Liberals elect a new ‘ Leader,” and joined 
a deputation of cabbies and “owners” to Sir Matthew ite 
Ridley. The latter got just what I expected—videlicet, nothing at 
all. Passed the afternoon at the Royal Institute among a lot of 
clever pastels. Then rejoined the cabbies at another meeting at 
Exeter Hall, where talk ruled cheap. 


Tuesday.—Wouldn’t go anywhere to-day. Parliament opened— 
indications of it all over the place. FI! tes of talk once more 
opened—once more will flow forth the “intolerable deal of sack” 
well-nigh swamping the “‘ha’porth of bread.” Had an invitation 
to a Gordon memorial this evening! Heavens! How 
“modern”! A ball to raise a memorial to the dead! Shades of 
fiddling Nero, what are we coming to! In latter-day phrase, 
“ What ho!” 


IN MEMORIAM. 


Oh, tootle the trumpet with glee 

And twangle the with hilarity, 
Let fiddles go “‘ tweedle-de-dee,”’ 

In triumph of “ cult o’er barbarity ” ; 
Let’s quaff the cup Vanity fills, 

Let's flirt in the gilded arboreum,* 
Let’s dance Requiescat lies, 

And polka and waltz In Memoriam ! 


Tux Sporrer. 





* High-polite for “ conservatory.” —6. 
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BERTIE’'S GREETING ON ST. VALENTINE’S MORN. 








“A Little Englander.” 


f; [At the meeting of Liberal members 
at the Reform Club, Mr. Labouchere 
said: ‘‘I rise as a Briton to support the 
resolution.’’] 


In calling himself a “‘ Briton,” 

The very wrong word he lit on; 

His conduct’s foreign to such a term, 
For to our foes he'd have to squirm ! 




















Irritable. 


Barber.—‘‘ Anything on your head, 
sir? ”’ 

Mr. Grump.—‘' Of course, idiot! Do 
you think I’m going out into the street 
bareheaded ?”’ 
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The Hooley Report. 


(Mr. Hess, editor of the Critic, for 
writing a strong article on ‘‘ The Hooley 
Report,’ was ordered to pay the cost of 
the proceedings for committing con- 
tempt of court.] 

HE might have es 

At any rate, of waited, 

Until this case, that’s dragged so long, 

Was o’er, e’er using words so strong. 





The End of the World. 

[‘*‘ Professor Falb once more foretells 
the end of the world on the 13th of 
November next. A similar prophecy 
was made in 1773, again in 1832, 
and subsequently in 1857.” — Vide 
Press. | 

THE world, it seems, has many ends, 

For many have been found: 


And yet, how can it have an end? 
Remember, it is round! 
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“Well, Dad, what is it—a bill, or one o’ them long, ugly ones?” 


| a ~ - 
——————— neo 


Proud of It. 


Magistrate.—“‘ The constable says 
that you are aterror to the neighbour- 
hood.”’ 

Prisoner (highly gratified).—“ I thanks 
the copper fer ’is complerment! ”’ 


A Novel Complaint. 


{The new novels published last year 
amounted to 1,758.] 


Ox! sad is the truth that a lot of this 
fiction 

Is slip-shod in style, and is faulty in 
diction ; 

Let's hope that such writers will give us 
relief 

By writing no more, but “turn o’er a 
new leaf’’! 
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“A Leap For Love.” 


Upon a stately vessel, now in dock, 
Once dwelt a sylph-like being, gentle, kind. 





Here, with a commander bold, she’d made her home: 


Who, England through, could not her equal 


With soft, dark eyes of dove-like melting power, 


She found a corner in that brave, big heart 
+ ty 
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With sweet, and winning wavs, and jovous dance : For 





But now, in full-dress uniform was he— 


One moment there 


he let the loved one rest. 


She starts! she moves! then in the basin falls. 
He plunged, and clove the icy waters deep, 


Amid entanglement of chains and ropes 


find. He sought his loved one, thus to save and keep ; 


To land, in his brave arms, she came to life. 


Now of such gallant deeds one loves to tell— 


H yiph-like] 


at the risk of life itself, he saved 
e, his beautif 
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An American Society Lady 


Goes on the 


[* Some sensation has been caused by 
the fact that Mrs. Lilian Thorne (née 
Gwynn), a connection of the Vander- 
bilts, and a noted amateur actress, has 
joined Daly’s New York cast of The 
Great Ruby. It is expected that she 
will prove a second Mrs, Brown-Potter. 
—Vide Press. | 


SHoutp she from the land ‘of “‘I guess; 
Turn out to be a 
Though actresses’may her deride, 

She may prove a Thorn in their side! 


grand success, 


Stage. 











Philip Sober. 


[The dangerous situation still continues 
in the Philippines. 
are now strongly opposed to annexation. 
—Daily Paper. | 


WHEN Philip late was drunk ’mid war’s 


alarms, 


Colonial expansion had its charms; 
But Philip sober talks about hard lines, 
And, sorrowful of spirit, Philip pines. 


Many Americans 





Valentines. 
By A VALETUDINABIAN. 
Now, my first love, it appears, 


Was a maid of tender years, 
To be precise, her age was eight or nine ; 


I was only eight myself 


When I asked that merry elf 
If she would be my own true Valentine. 


Then the next to be my queen 
Was a miss of sweet sixteen, 
Whose undeveloped charms I thought 


divine, 
And we brokea coin in 


Which I’ve ventured to retain, 
Altho’ they’ve married off my Valentine. 


The last I went to woo 


Was a maid of twenty-two, 
And cast in nature's loveliest design, 
That I swore upon my life 


I would make that girl 


No other maid should be my Valentine. 


But a mercenary minx 


Was Miss Twenty-Two, 
My offer she did gracefully decline ; 
She preferred a man of wealth 
Who was aged, infirm of health— 
She didn’t care much for a Valentine. 


twain, 


my wife, 


methinks ; 





First Dancing Man. 
girls! 
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AFTER THE FIRST DANCE. 
“Hullo, old chap! Jolly dance, isn’t it?—grand floor—rippi.g 
I do enjoy a dance; don’t you?” 

Second Ditto.—“ Rather! Should think I did! Come and have a smoke.”’ 

(They retire, to be seen no more.) 





St. Valentine’s Day. 


By A Postman} 


OF all the stupid, useless things 
It is the yearly valentine, 
Which quadruples my knocks and rings, 
And scarce gives me a mo’ to dine ! 
The burden that I have to bear 


(Oh, that in them there was a “‘ slump ” !) 


Bends my poor back, fills me with care, 


And fair invests me with the “ hump 
Let lovers bill, 


ne ; 
YY ithout D 
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and let ’em coo, 
ting a Cupid’s dart, 


me 


Some years ago folks were content 
With paper, and some verses sweet, 

But now all sorts of things are sent, 
To weigh my nose near to my feet! 


‘« It’s love that makes the world go round "’— 
Love also makes my back go so! 

And no “ Valentine Box" is found, 
Like Christmas, to soften the blow! 

So Susan Jane, and all your sex, 
If when I’m “‘on my rounds" you see 


‘ ccurred fe vex. 





That something has 
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The Vacemation 
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Constable v. Cabby. 
CONSTABLE :— 
Craw. this way please, crawl this way, 
Here's a pretty country lane 
“Crawl up there?” Of course, you may! 
Why that look of wild disdain ? 
My directions are quite plain— 
If to “crawl” you have a yearning 
Choose some nice secluded turning, 
Leave main thoroughfares alone ; 
That's what my directions say— 
Do not hesitate and groan, 
Crawl this way, please, crawl this way ! 


CanBy :— 
Who's to get a fare up there ? 
What's the good of talking so ? 
I shall never get a fare 
If I crawl up there, you know! 
Really, p'liceman, it's no go! 
Mine's a precarious calling 
When main thoroughfares I'm 
crawling, 
But if I'm to turn aside, 





All my clients 1 shal! miss. 
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CONSTABLE :— 


Nonsense, cabby, here, I say— 
Duty’s duty—and you've got 
Quietly to go your way 
Up side-turnings, fares or not— 
No one for you cares a jot—- 
Though the public growls and cusses, 
It must take to omnibuses ! 
Cabs have got to crawl aside! 
No attention I can pay 
To the folks who want to ride— 
Crawl this way, please, crawl this way ! 


CaBBY :— 


Well, I think it’s pretty hard, 
Just to suit your little plans, 
I from living am debarred 
Must give way to carts and vans; 
And my wrath it justly fans 
When I see a loaded wagon 
Creeping by the City’s Dragon, 
While I have to lose my fares ! 
Cabby’s life is evil starred— 





La 


THE CAMBERWELL GUARDIANS (ILLUSTRATED). 








CONSTABLE :— 


Hard or not, we’ve made the rule, 
And the rule you’ll have to keep— 
And I think you'll find that you'll 
Have to up the bye-ways creep— 
Cabby’s rights are precious cheap ! 
All our highways you’ve been block- 
ing 
In a way that’s really shocking; 
That, of course, you must admit! 
Such behaviour doesn’t pay, 
We have had enough of it — 
Crawl this way, please, crawl this way! 


CABBY :— 


Very well, then, I’ll appeal 
To the People, and you'll see— 
They for cabby’s woes will feel ; 
They shall judge ‘twixt you and me! 
And I don’t think they’ll agree 
To allow this treatment shabby 
Of the poor but honest cabby— 
They will see he’s badly used! 
P’lice-made law can be defied 


When its power is abused 
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CONSTABLE AND CABBY. 


CONSTABLE.—‘‘ YOU MUST TURN UP FETTER LANE.” 
CABBY.—‘“* THERE AIN’T NO FARES UP SIDE STREETS.” 
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ORDERS TO DIRECT CABS, NOT CONTAINING FARES, OUT OF THE West END THOROUGHFARES INTO SIDE STREETS. 
PRIETO] ARE THEREBY INJURED ND IMPOVERISHED, AND THE CAB-HIRING PUBLIC ARE EXCEEDINGLY 


(For Cartoon Verses, see page 52.) 
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The Spectre of Castle Blobbs. 
Carrer VIII. 
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MAKING VARIOUS AND ECCENTRIC PASSES. 


“ My very dear good man,” answered James, abstractedly, slowly 
unfolding the precious parcel in his hands, “ pray give me one 
minute. Really there are times when you are quite in the way.” 

“Well, upon my soul,” fumed Mr. Blobbs, “of all the cool cheek 
as ever I did see. Do you know who you are talking to, young 
man?” 

“Yes!” responded James with his eyes still on the document. 
** You are Nathaniel Blobbs, grocer, cheesemonger, and millionaire, 
of the Old Kent Road, formerly etor, ha! ha! ha! proprietor 
of Castle Blobbs, otherwise Kennelam Castle.” 

‘*"Enniker,” whispered Mr. Blobbs to his son, “ I see what it is ; 
he’s gone completely off his dot, and the Spectre’s done it.”’ 

“* How awful,” muttered Mr. Henniker, edging towards the door. 
“ Can nothing be done?” 

“TI will try what I can do with the moral force of my heye,”’ said 
Mr. Blobbs, concentrating his gaze on the indifferent ‘“‘ James,” and 
making various eccentric passes before his tootman. 

“James!” he cried, impatiently, at last. ‘ Do you know who I 
ae Am I your master, the proprietor of Castle Blobbs, or not?” 

“TI scarcely know yet,” said James. “‘ If you will kindly allow me 
to finish this truly interesting document, i may peubaige be able to 
inform you.” 

“ Better humour him, Pa,” said Anna Maria, 
look dreadful. Supposing he should take it into his head to spring 
upon “ r ace pal bied 

“ y should you always think something's going to ha to 
me?” said Mr. Henniker, turning pale. a Te had mms ey of 
— and madmen, and I'm just off as fast as I can to our old 
piace. I've had some of this castle.” 

“ Henniker,” said Mr. Blobbs, “ You'll just stay were you are, 
sir, and not make a hass of yourself, or I'll cut your hair off with a 
shilling, and leave your portion to start a home for indignant worn. 
OuURCAT : at men.” 
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‘* All right,” answered Mr. Henniker, sulkily; “ you’re always 
fe up at me. I’ve half a mind to take you at your 
word and go and earn my own. living.” 

“’Ay’ yer?” said Mr. Blobbp, sarcastically. ‘A fine living you 
could earn, I daresay—not enough to pay for the blacking on your 
boots. Not another word !—not another word! Well, James, my 
poor feller?” ' 

“Mr. Blobbs,” said James, slowly rising from his seat, “I will 
now answer the question you put to me just now, and regret I 
must answer it in the negative.” 

“ What?” shouted Mr. Blobbs, starting back. 

** You are not the er—er ietor of Kennelam Castle!” 

‘Then who the dickens is if I ain’t? Perhaps you think it's 
’Enniker—he do put on a deuce of a lot of ‘ side’ sometimes.” 

‘*No,” answered James, calmly. ‘‘The name of Blobbs will 
have to be obliterated from the annals of Kennelam Castle. I have 
just found the will of the late Lord Kennelam, who was supposed 
to have died intestate, in which—after a certain condition is 
fulfilled—he leaves the whole of his vast wealth to two persons.” 

“T’m glad you found that, James,” said Mr. Blobbs, with a sigh 
of relief. 

“Why ?” asked James, in surprise. 

** Because, as no one else. ain’t seen it, you can just pop it into 
the fire.”’ 

“What! and rob myself?” said James. 

‘*Oh, I’ll make that all right for you,” said Mr. Blobbs, * by 
giving you a nice, new, crisp Bank of England note for—for——” 

“ Yes?” 

‘‘Ten pounds.’ 

“It is too much,” said James, in a broken voice. * I would not 
dare accept such a generous sum.”’ 

“‘Well, make it five shillings, then. 
five——’ +. 

‘Just one moment, Mr. Blobbs. In the missing will Lord 
Kennelam bequeathes to me—conjointly with another person—the 
whole of his immense wealth.” 

“ To you—my footman—absurd, James!” 

** Not at all. You can read for yourself, if you like. 
for you, Mr. Blobbs, and your aspirations.” 

“‘ But there ain’t nothing akout you in the whole of ‘the will. 
You must be dreaming. It says Eustace Kennelam and—and——” 

“Mr. Blobbs,” said James, laughing. ‘‘I am a person of 
expansion. Shakespeare says, ‘A mun plays many parts,’ and I 
have played James, the Spectre, and Eustace Kennelam.”’ 

“What!” screamed the “ family” in chorus. 


’Enniker, give James 
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I am sorry 








“T, TOO, AM A PERSON OF SHAKESPEARIAN EXPANSION.” 


“Yes; you have entertained an angel unawares, for I’m afraid 
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“ Lady——-who ?” asked “ Kizzie,” springing forward. 

“ My cousin, Lady Mary Kennelam, my dear, whom I have never 
seen, but I’ll dare swear not half so charming as you. You see I 
have to share the estate conjointly with her, for Uncle Kennelam 
stipulates we shall unite in matrimony.” 

‘‘ She will never consent,”’ said Kizzie, with conviction. 

«“ Well, I have not asked her yet,”’ said “James.” ‘ But what 
makes you so certain ?”’ 

“ Because I too am a person of Shakespearian expansion. I too 
have played many parts, not to mention Kizzie, the Bleeding 
Nun, and, lastly, but not least, Lady Mary Kennelam.” 

«“ What! ’’ exclaimed the family again. 

“ Kizzie,” exclaimed ‘‘James.” ‘I am glad it’s you.” 

“ Well, sir, or perhapsI should say my lord,” said Mr. Blobbs. 
“If I wasn’t heartily sick of this castle I might take some steps to 
stop your little game. But as I ham, sir, there’ my ’and on it. Of 
course, it will all have to be proved, but that is a matter for the 
lawyer chaps to settle. And, sir, if you should ever be passing my 
old place in the Old Kent Road,and you and Lady Mary would 
look in, you would do me proud, and find me far more at home than 


ever I've been at 
‘*CASTLE BLOBBS.” 
(THE Enp.] 














Waftings from the Wings. 


Alice in Wonderland is still attracting bumper houses to the 
Opera Comique, and ‘* house full’’ is the usual intimation conveyed 
to the belated matineer by the usual posters at the doors. Children 
of all ages, it appears, are delighted with the performance 
of Lewis Carroll’s marvellous dream-story, as arranged by 
Mr. Savile Clarke and musiced by Mr. Walter Slaughter. The 
Hatter and the March Hare, the Red Queen and the White 
Queen, the Walrus and the Carpenter, the Duchess and 
the Baby, the Mock Turtle and the White Rabbit and the 
Dormouse, and last, but not least, our old friends Tweedledum 
and Tweedledee all receive their due share of applause. Amongst 
the numerous clever children Mr. Sedger has gathered together, 
especial mention must be made of little Miss Beaden, who dances 
with all the grace and vivacity of an infant Taglioni. Miss Rose 
Hersee’s Alice is, considering that she is but twelve years of age, a 
clever performance. Mr. and Mrs. Arthur Eliot as the Hatter and 
the Queen of Hearts respectively cause much amusement. 

During the harlequinade a skit upon Barnum and Bailey’s, with 
some really remarkable animals, causes the youngsters immense 
delight, while the intervals between the acts are enlivened by the 
perusal of the Theatre News, edited by Messrs. Arthur Eliot and 
Horace Sedger, and printed after 8 o’clock, and by the clever 
animal imitations of Mr. James Moie. 


EMPIRE THEATRE.—It is gratifying to record the fact that the 
very pretty and spirited bicycle polo contests at the Empire have 
proved an immense attraction. Even greater interest is given to 
the game as played here by the generous offer on the part of a very 
distinguished patron of the Empire of a valuable prize for a twelve 
night contest, which will be finally decided on Saturday, the 18th. 
So far the sides are very evenly matched, and everything points toa 
well-sustained competition and an exciting finish. Among other 
leading attractions are the Three Nightons, a troupe of brilliant 
gymnasts, Lina Pantzer, a spring-rope performer of very consider- 
able skill and agility, and the old Empire favourites, Clayton, 
Jenkins, and Jasper. The handsome Alaska ballet still goes freshly 
and well, and the Miles-Stavordale Quintette, with their very 
beautiful performance, continue in their well-deserved popularity. 
The addition to the bill this week is Les Molasso and Salvaggi, a 
combination of grotesque dancers. 

Crurt’s Dog SHow, 1899.—Mr. Charles Cruft’s fifteenth grand 
Winter Exhibition of Dogs, held last week at the Agricultural 
Hall, proved a very hardy annual ; indeed, the colossal total of 3,435 
entries threw all previous exhibitions completely into the shade, 
as Cruft’s former record, which, by the way, was far above that of 
any previous show, was only 3,068, and it was scarcely considered 
possible that this could ever be exceeded. Mr. Cruft, however, fully 
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claim to the title of the British Barnum, as by dint 
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of energy and hard work, combined with fixed determination to 
consider all classes of the public, he succeeded in uniting all 
sections of the dog-loving community, with the result that the 
hitherto unattainable was achieved. 

The strength of Cruft’s Show was its thoroughly cosmopolitan 
character, all classes in the doggy world, as upon many former 
occasions, afforded him their support, thereby proving that the 
recollections of his former gatherings were not unpleasant. No 
show in the world boasts of a more aristocratic patronage than Cruft’s. 
The president is Sir H. F. de Trafford, than whom no one is better 
known in the world of sport, whilst amongst his vice-presidents are 
Mr. J. Cumming Macdona, M.P., and the Rev. Hans Hamilton, 
president of the Collie Club, Mr, Harding Cox, M.F.H., Mr. J. ©. 
Tinne, secretary of the Fox Terrier Club, and many other most influ- 
ential dog-breeders. Included in the list of exhibitors were Princess 
Alexis Dolgorouki, showing Newfoundlands; Princess Sophie 
Duleep Singh, Pomeranians; the Duchess of Newcastle, Borzois 
and fox terriers; the Duchess of Wellington, deerhounds; Countess 
of Warwick, toy bulldogs; Lady Cathcart, elkhounds; Lady Arthur 
Grosvenor, whippetts; Lady Sybil Tollemache, Newfoundlands; 
Lady Kathleen Pilkington, bulldogs; Lady Susan Byng, old 
English sheep dogs; Lady Mabel Crichton, Chow-Chows; Lady 
Evelyn Ewart, toy bull terriers; Lady Sybil Knox, collies; 
Lady Granville Gordon, Chow-Chows; Lady Lewis, toy 
bulldogs; Lady Alice Houblon, poodles; the Hon. Mrs. A. 
Bourke, Italian greyhounds; the Hon. Mrs. Baillie, of Dochfour, 
toy bulldogs; the Hon. Ethel Lopes, ruby toy spaniels; whilst 
entries were received from Lady Ross, the Hon. Rose Hubbard, 
Lord Gerald Grosvenor, Lord Charles Innes Ker, Lt.-Col. Sir 
Henry Smith, K.C.B., Col. H. OC. Legh, Col. Douglas, Lt.-Col. 
Dean, Major G. M. Harding, Capt. De Castro, Oapt. A. W. Hicks 
Beach, the Hon. and Rev. F. Dutton, Mr. Guy Boothby, and many 
other well-known dog lovers. Collies seem the chief fancy. 


Mr. Frank de Jong, the South African entrepreneur, is coming. 
Last season was a most successful one for Mr. de Jong, in fact, so 
much so that he has decided, during his stay in England, to 
organise a Grand Opera Company to open in spring at his Opera 
House, Cape Town. 

















Happy Harcourt! 
[Sir William Harcourt has gone to the South of France.) 


Ox, happy Harcourt! happy man ! 
tones ial our AB op y meng 

And now, with placid brow, you can 
Enjoy the South of France! 

While they will spout with fevered brow, 
And bosom full of care, 

You will, with grateful nose, I trow, 
Inhale the balmy air! 


Oh, happy Harcourt! happy man! 
The wisest of the wise, 

You've gone where sunny skies will tan, 
And where fresh vigour lies! 

Your friends will work with faces pale, 
And follow their new “ Head,” 

Until some “ tread on his coat-tail,” 
And cry for you instead! 





—— 








The Oyster’s Protest. 


[“ No trace of the bacillus —— was found in any yo 
obtained direct from the sea.”—Report of Professors W. A. 


man, F.R.8., and Rupert Boyer, and the Royal Society.~-Daily 


Mail.) 
“ "Twas the voice of the oyster I heard him declare, 
To abuse us so much is extremely unfair,” 
All respectable bivalves are greatly annoyed 
By the fanciful notion that they spread typhoid. 
For now learned professors together agree 
That we're perfectly harmless if fresh from the sea. 
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A FRIENDLY MATCH. 
Hullo, Jim! What's the matter?” 
Jim.—* Only refereeing at football a bit. I gave a ‘free kick’ against one team which’ lost 
them the match, and after th’ game they said I didn’t know what a free kick was, and they’d 
show me. They did!” 


Ls ran nares = = 
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‘St. Valentine’s Eve. = 


| will be in full swing, not that the pendu- 


mentary time—arsk Sir Henry Campbell- 








seem serious, as we are told that Jove laughs at lovers’ quarrels. Esmeralda Emily Ermyntrude 
and I were an engaged couple. She had, or would have, some day, £30,000, an item that always 
caused me to show her great deference, and at all times a readiness to accede to her opinions, 
which were invariably emphatic, though a trifle obscure. I didn’t want to obscure the £30,000. 
Well, we had just had a tiff, about nothing; only as to the superiority of woman over man, who 
is getting scarcer every day,as my fiancée says. I should have thought that would have 
prevented her from sitting upon me, so constantly, but the fast approaching event of the total 
extinction of man did not affect her. She had, or would have, the £30,000. Well! I sent her a 
valentine, a nice silk dress, by the office boy who was taking a pair of my unmentionables to my 
tailor. That boy ruined me. He merely exchanged the parcels. Esmeralda Emily Ermyntrude 
won’t look at me any more, and my prospective £30,000 has vanished. ‘ : 





Esmeratpa Emitny Ernmynrrupe and my humble self had just had a tiff. The fact did not | 


“On Things in General.” 
By Mr. ‘ Fun’s” WasSHERWOMAN. 


Unscite Sam ’as been ’avin’ a little 
more fightin’; wictory ’as graced ’is 
arms, an’ defeat ‘as, so 10 say, dis- 
graced Agoncillo’s (the Filipino agent) 
legs, for ’e’s run away to Montreal. 

By the time you reads this, Parlyment 





lum swings very regular, there is too 


,, many interrupshuns for that ; but, any- 
way, it goes, though some parts of its | 


machinery often gets out of order, an’ it 
requires a skilful ’and to put it in order 
agin, an’ I’m afraid the Liberals ain’t 


| quite got that skilful ’and! ’Owever, if 


you wants to know the time—the Parly- 


Bannerman. 

I don’t feel ’ungry. To read that over 
four tons of tinned meat and nine 
tons of poultry ’as been seized as 
unfit for’uman food is enough to take 
Dickens’ Fat Boy’s appytite away. I | 
never did take very kindly to tinned 
foods. ‘* You ’ave to chance wot they 
put in it,” as the clergyman remarked 
of the kollection plate. | 

The London cabbies ’ave a grievance | 
—they ain’t allowed to “‘crawl.” My | 
’*xperience of wot they calls ‘‘ growlers’”’ 
is that they never does anythink but 
crawl. If ‘it’s the pace that kills,” the 
average cab-’orse of a four-wheeler ought 
to rival Methuselah in years. Still, it 
seems ’ard if anything should be done to 
lessen a cabby’s earnings; it ain’t a 
werry “ bed-of-roses”’ sort of life. 

‘‘ The crisis in the Church,” I reads. 
I allus thort that the essence of religion 
was peace—an’ with some sects “ pieces”’ 
—but now they’re all at loggerheads. 
It ain’t a headifyin’ spectakle to my 
eyes. Wether it’s necessary or not, I 
leaves to wiser brains than mine. ‘I 
ain’t a ‘pillow of the Church,’” as the 
man sed to a old woman wen she went to 
sleep on ’is shoulder durin’ the sermon. 

You can ’ave your letters delivered in 
London on a Sunday mornin’ now, but 
you ’ave to pay ‘xtra, wich, I dersay, a 
good many luvers will do—love don’t 
think of the cost till it comes to mar- 
riage, then Edwin begins to ‘‘ count the 
cost.” 


It's an tll ‘Wind, Etc. 


Moper.—*' This world is full of trials.”’ 

Wagg (a Barrister). — ‘Yes, I’m 
thankful to say, otherwise I don’t know 
how I should live.” 








A Laxative and Refreshing Fruit Lozenge, mest agreeable to take. 





TAMAR INDIEN GRILLON 


CONSTIPATION, HAMORRHOIDS, 


BILE, HEADACHE, LOSS OF APPETITE, 
GASTRIC & INTESTINAL TROUBLES. 


S77. SOUTHWARK STREET. LONDON, &.&.: AND SOLD BY ALL OHEMISTS. 











